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moment Sruti-bhushan heard it was
to be demolished, he decided to take
possession of it himself.

What, Vizier ! That's worse stilL
Why ! The Goddess of Music would
break her harp in pieces against my
head, if she even heard of such a
thing. No, that can't be.

Then, Your Majesty, there was
another thing to be got through. We
had to deliver over the province of
Kanchanpur to the Pundit.

No, Vizier ! What a mess you are
making. That must go to our Poet.

To me, King ? No. My poetry
never accepts reward.

Well, well.    Let the Pundit have it.

And, last of all, Sire. I have issued
orders to the soldiers to disperse the
crowd of famine-stricken people.

Vizier, you are doing nothing but